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	1. The Road to Hell

**Surprise! You didn't really think I was going to leave Silvan's story where it was, did you?**

**My good friend Doccy Larsson Seraphim and I had been talking about crossing over our stories at some point (his is called The Darkness Within—I would suggest you read that to get a sense of the mindset and past of a very pivotal character in this story), and I was already planning a sequel to Ignorance, so we combined the ideas.**

**So, enjoy. There are new characters, new powers, and a whole new story. This picks up ten years following the collapse of the Ark Cradle, and finds Silvan with a host of new problems...**

* * *

><p><span>- FOREWORD - DESERT PLACES -<span>

Night in the Otherworld was an exceedingly dangerous time to spirits there. Time, though, was always strange. Days could turn to nights in minutes, or either one could last for hours. It gave spirits of heroes and Aeron little time to retreat into their abodes and barricade their doors: Night was ruled by the people of the Sídhe.

The Dullahan were able to walk free and pass through the Hero's City, knocking the hilts of their curved sickles against doors to strike fear in the hearts of past heroes. For once, they were free of their despised Aeron cousins, who drove them away with "light" and the misunderstanding that night and darkness were synonymous with evil.

The faeries of the Sídhe watched them from the hills around Avalon, glowing and lighting up the trees and grasses around them. The night was beautiful to them, especially when no godforsaken fate twisters walked the land and forced them back into the forest and their homes beneath the soil. They were beings of death, of afterlives, but they had so much _new_ energy to give.

The worst part was that angel of Death, the goddess called Morrigan, who wove webs of fate so tight that no one could move. Such a haphazard movement of reality was in no way safe or okay by them, but their Queen, Titania, could do nothing. She had no power compared to the goddess Morrigan.

On this night, though, something was different. The Dullahan swarmed back from the City to protect their Queen and the other faeries on their horses sank into the tall grass. The Queen peered out into the trees: something was watching them.

A humanoid figure emerged from the tree boughs slowly, similarly to a prowling animal, and staggered out to present themselves in front of the Queen and her court. In the light of the blue moon washing over the hillside, the figure was angular and masculine with squarish brown limbs, spine bent perfectly straight, and head tipped ever so slightly up as if the regal positioning this creature maintained was a sign of his own royalty. He wore entirely black, enough to blend his body into the night, though the sleeves of his black overcoat had been shoved up to the elbows to show the shape of the angel of Death's Mark across his left forearm. Several of the Dullahan let out a scandalized hissing noise upon seeing it, their severed heads wriggling in the sacks they had slung over their shoulders.

"Do not be afraid," the boy said. Their language from his lips was like music, not the rough, clumsy way that other children of Fate spoke.

The Queen, her stifled curiosity slowly emerging from a hiding place, examined the boy further. His eyes, in the light of the night, were startlingly silver, as was the washed out tousle of his undercut white hair. Was he truly a fate twister? None of them had ever worn eyes of starlight. No, only their bottomless blue like an ocean floor, white like a light with a trace of silver marble, gold like molten metal spilling into a sieve, or bright green like a light through tree leaves. This Aeron's eyes held something familiar to her. Not Fay, however. Something of a different breed.

"What brings you to us, this night?" The Queen asked. "A child of fate, such as yourself, roaming our midsummer's evening?"

"I am no child of _fate_," the Aeron replied, the calm water of his face rippling into something of a scowl before again breaking into repose. "The 'goddess' Morrigan is not my patron."

"To whom do you belong, then, little one?"

"I belong to _me_." He closed a hand around something sparkling hanging on a metal cord around his throat. "But I have come before you with a humble request. I believe that you and I may possess similar interests."

"Such as?"

"The utter _destruction_ of Morrigan's _pathetic_ pantheon," the Aeron said. Taking a step towards the court, he continued, "I have been cursed to roam all realms, shunned by those who gave my existence meaning, just as you have been cursed to roam only the night. Both of us, benign creatures, bastardized and reduced to the shame of being."

This Aeron, who seemed to have been scorned by his creator... Wasn't possibly suggesting a _war_? "What is it you are requesting from us, little one?"

"I would like to tear Morrigan's citadel to the ground, brick by brick, but I require more than just me."

"Is that true?" The Queen watched the boy's eyes. "I can see great hatred and turmoil in you. It turns in your stomach and makes you strong."

"I will not lie to you. I hold the power to blow entire worlds to dust," the Aeron replied, "but I am experienced in Morrigan's plans for realms and people within them. I do not want war that will reap loss of life. I want war that will reap loss of _mind_. Only when I have received all that Morrigan and her pantheon have, not because I have taken it, but because it has been given to me, will I destroy her castle as a monument to those whom she has used fate to wrong."

Several murmurs and guttural sounds of agreement rose from the court.

"Why is it that you seek the assistance of my people?" The Queen asked.

"I seek to unite those who have been betrayed by fate. Are you not among them?"

No, the boy understood her people's pain. He felt it, too. They were both bound to so much, only because the fate goddess' word was powerful enough to keep all creatures in line.

Morrigan had already put her people in the lowest place possible. The Queen considered something: if they were not to succeed, would a punishment worse than banishment to their already forsaken forest exist? "What will you give us, if we are to be victorious?"

"The day will be yours, as well as the night," the Aeron replied. "When Morrigan falls, the people of the Sídhe will be granted home in whatever place they see fit."

She could see no better alternatives. And, she admitted to herself, the Angel Morrigan deserved to feel the pain she had dealt to the people of the Sídhe, as well as this exiled Aeron. "I will trust in you, Aeron. When will your plans commence?"

"If you have warriors fit for it, I will begin now," the boy said. "Morrigan has imprisoned a creature that will be entirely beneficial to our coup d'état. We must free it tonight, if we are to cover any ground soon."

"I will give you a fair number of my Dullahan," the Queen replied. "Will they return intact?"

"I will make sure of it," the Aeron swore. "I offer my most sincere thanks, Your Eminence. You will not regret our subsequent partnership." He crossed past the court, and one Dullahan, a bit larger and taller than the others, atop a headless black horse gestured out to send several of the Dullahan stumbling about in the Aeron's wake, as he led them down towards the Hero's City.

"How long has it been, since you and my Aeron brothers and sisters have waged war?" The boy asked. Seven of the Queen and her Captain's best Dullahan followed him in a line, drawing their sickles from heavy scabbards on their belts.

"_Nearly a millennia_," one croaked. "_We are weak, compared to the Aeron. Her Highness does not have the power to fight Morrigan by herself._"

"You will be weak no longer," the Aeron replied. "I will be forever grateful for your service as well as your Queen's. Now, as for where we are headed..."

It happened much too quickly for any of Morrigan's Aeron to make a quick enough response. The Aeron used strange small devices, unknown to the Dullahan, that the boy called 'matches' set fire to several places within the Hero's City, instructing the Dullahan to contain the blazes where they were and chase a few panicked spirits around. A diversion, nothing more, to empty the citadel of its armored guards so that the male Aeron could slip in and out, almost unnoticed. It was simple for him to disarm and disable any who did see him about.

Within the citadel, the Aeron was able to gain access to an underground chamber blocked with several forms of locks, walls, and magic: all barriers that only Aeron could bypass.

The boy had spent years breaking into archives, making passes for information, searching for anyone whose fate had wronged them the same way that Morrigan had wronged him. Anyone as angry as him would be just as powerful, just as willing to dethrone the goddess Morrigan as he was.

It was only a scrap of paper, a whisper on the wind, but he eventually heard myth of someone whose life had been twisted, probably worse than his. Someone whose fate was so horrible and cursed that Morrigan herself had to enter the human world and turn back time to make everyone forget that the person even existed. To turn that person into a living, breathing anomaly: just like him.

Beyond the seven locked doors and the menagerie of complicated spells requiring even more complicated counter charms, the Aeron found himself face to face with possibly the only being in existence that could understand the depth of his hatred for Morrigan and the span of the remorse he nurtured for people that used to adore him. A boy, around his age, immortal, the way he was, and cursed to forever be forgotten by those who were especially important: just like him.

He opened his eyes, one red and one blue, startled by the light and the boy who had strangely gone through a large amount of strife just to free him. Newfound strength rushed through his arms, legs, fingertips... And confusion. Who had come to set him free, and why?

With his bare hands, the Aeron snapped the heavy magic irons binding the other boy's hands and feet to each other. For the first time in a very long time he stood, stretched, extended his mind, and dwelled on the fact that he was suddenly free. Free to roam. Free to breathe. Free to raze whatever earth he wanted to.

The Aeron stepped back and stood before the door to the chamber, light catching his glittering smile. "_Jay Alkain_. My name is Lazarus—welcome to the Otherworld. You and I have a very important job to take care of."

In that moment, the wrathful, determined light that once glowed brightly but had faded long ago returned to the boy's eyes. No, he was no simple boy anymore—before the Aeron's eyes, the boy became a creature that couldn't possibly be human.

His blue eye shone with a piercing gleam, watching details, seeing everything; nothing could hide from its gaze. The other crimson eye gleamed like a wrathful fire, an everlasting, undying anger tempered by unimaginable hate and despair, a gleam that could crush worlds in the blink of an eye.

"You must truly be _brave_, Lazarus, if you chose to seek _me_ out," The creature replied, its voice sounding ethereal, unnatural and hateful all at once. "I could feel your desire to cast down Morrigan from the moment you stepped into this palace." The being then stepped forward, a strange, knowing smirk adorning his face. "I am happy to... _Help_."

"There are more of us," Lazarus replied, his voice racing at speeds much quicker than his thoughts, inspired by imaginings of what he could now accomplish with a creature feared by even Morrigan assisting his cause. "We have all heard of you, Jay Alkain, and now that you and the people of the Sídhe are on our side as well, there is no way that we will be vanquished."

Jay frowned slightly, the light of his eyes fluctuating almost disapprovingly. This Aeron assumed that they were on the same side, simply because it had freed him. He was mistaken; Jay took no sides, he was his own side altogether.

Though, this presented an interesting opportunity. Now that he was free, Jay was able to put certain plans into motion. Ways to wreak havoc against the 'goddess' that had imprisoned him, a way to change his future... And possibly even the past. Here, through this Aeron's naïve actions, most of the pieces for Jay himself to make a difference were already in place. Only one thing had to be missing. "There is a last thing you seem to have overlooked."

"_What_?!" Lazarus demanded. This creature was overrun with power, and he could feel it, so he aimed to please. If there was something it could sense that he could not, Lazarus was determined to address it. "What could I have possibly overlooked?!"

Jay smiled a little, almost serenely. "A secret, that your old patroness has kept, for many years. An Aeron that makes your Royal Guard _pale_ in comparison."

An Aeron stronger than the six of Morrigan's eldest, most skilled children? "Is that possible?"

Morrigan had made many changes to fate, to the lives and minds of mortals, in the past years. Jay, however, was unaffected by her unnecessary twists of fate, and saw everything that had occurred in the past. "As it would appear—human blood runs through her veins. She can hate Morrigan the way you can, but there is power in her remorse that there isn't in yours."

"Where do I find this Aeron?"

"_We_," Jay clarified, intent on putting his point across that freeing him would not cause Jay to feel in any way indebted to this Aeron, "will find her in the other dimension. On _Earth_. Beneath a false name and a false face, trying to forget the very thing that makes her crucial both to Morrigan and to us."

"What is that?" Lazarus demanded.

"In due time," Jay stated, his tone darkening, "you and your 'more' will all know. But it's important that this loose end is dealt with."

"Shall she be killed?" Lazarus asked.

"On the contrary. This particular Aeron has a lot of difficulty with staying dead, even if you were lucky enough to actually kill her." Jay knew that the key to Morrigan's downfall was still running around pretending that circumstances did not faze her anymore. Fortunately Jay also knew exactly what made her tick. Exactly what would make her cooperate. "No, it's important that you bring her into our fold. She'll be very useful."

"We will begin on the details later," Lazarus demanded. "I do not know how long the Fay folk can distract my brothers and sisters, but we must not stay here much longer."

"Lead the way," Jay offered. He followed the Aeron out of the prison built especially for him, gazing with bright eyes upon the ultimately fruitless effort Morrigan had put into locking him away.

Chaos was still running wild outside, in the Hero's City; Aeron were streaking left and right, some trying to put out the blazing fire that had caught on the rooftops of the houses, others chasing down the agile Dullahan who were flying in all directions and still managing to bang the hilts of their sickles on the doors of locked up, untouched homes.

Lazarus was an expert at the layout of Avalon; he had spent years roaming the streets preceding his exile from Morrigan's court, and knew it like a map written on the back of his hand. They darted together down side streets, Jay easily keeping up with Lazarus, until they reached the gates of the city and disappeared into the night.

Lazarus, keen on avoiding capture by his brother and sister Aeron, did not stop running until he reached the grove of trees hanging shadows over Titania and her court of faeries.

"Who have you brought to us, child of fate?" Titania asked. "I must know if the risk my brethren took by invading Morrigan's city was worth the danger."

"I have done the deed," Lazarus returned, sweeping his hand towards Jay. "My quest has just begun, Your Eminence, and with your gracious help, we will all finally receive what we so justly deserve."

A Dullahan upon a horse pointed with a shaking finger at Jay. "_G-Godkiller! What do you aim, Aeron, by freeing this monster?! I have heard bloody tales about this creature, bloodier than even my scythe steering the mortal to untimely death! You mock our kind by bringing such a being into Her Ladyship's court!_"

The Dullahan left over from Lazarus' raid on the Hero's City backed away, hissing at a low volume. Their heads in the sacks swung over their shoulders wriggled in discomfort. The faeries who were present, both big and small, knelt all at once, sensing what power Jay held and bending before it out of fear of what he could accomplish. The Queen, fearing for her court, kept an expression as calm as water and looked curiously upon Jay, whom her most powerful Dullahan warrior had just addressed as 'Godkiller.'

"We share the same goal," Jay said coyly. "I'm _honored_ to be welcomed in your court, Your Highness. I only hope that we can work together in dethroning the smug, _inconsistent_ woman that calls herself a _goddess_."

The creature seemed... _Cordial_ enough. Titania was wary, but decided to honor it for now. "Your efforts are... _Appreciated_."

Lazarus examined Jay in the moonlight. The air gave him more power, made him glow. For a moment, Lazarus was afraid. What kind of being had he freed, in his quest for vengeance?

Jay, however, smiled glitteringly in satisfaction, looking upon the horde of faeries that had knelt down for him. What couldn't he perform upon the unguarded Morrigan and her spongy Aeron, with the lives of faeries and of an estranged Aeron, who claimed to have even more followers, wrapped around his finger? "Thank you very much for your gracious welcome. It's been quite some time since I've had any contact with the world. I have only one request, to ensure my freedom... You see, Morrigan will come after me again and again until we are successful at dethroning her. There is one thing that I..." He corrected himself. "That we must have before we're able to overpower her."

"What would _that_ be, Godkiller?" Titania asked.

"It is my most _humble_ request that we find the Aeron called _Silvan_."

* * *

><p><strong>Much more to come :)<strong>

**Again, if you haven't already, I highly suggest checking out Doccy Larsson Seraphim's The Darkness Within. It opens up Jay's past—how he became so powerful and so feared—quite nicely.**

**Check back soon, because Silvan's story is about to pick back up.**


	2. Good Intentions

**Just a note; every act will begin with a short check on Jay and Lazarus. Perhaps they'll even become more frequent as time passes?**

**For now, though, we follow Silvan :)**

* * *

><p><span>- ACT I - A SOUND LIKE A SONG -<span>

I shift through a crowd, pushing people aside with my elbows.

Most of them are shouting, though I guess it could be classified as cheering. I continue cutting through the sea of bodies, avoiding thoughts, slipping between words... Until I reach a gate at the foot of an asphalt road.

I watch over the top of it, standing on tiptoe to catch a glimpse of the duel runners flying past. One pulls to a stop beside the gate on the other side of the track, and the rider dismounts to find home among people that have vaulted over the pit gate to congratulate him. They're a rush of smiling, laughing, camaraderie... I won't pretend I don't miss it.

The other duel runner pulls aside to the other pit section and dismounts to shake hands with the first rider. The stands are still in a chaos, the crowd moving towards the gate where I stand to try and get a closer look.

The chaos begins to slow, like a mind on medicine, and I catch the eye of the first rider. In the beginning, I'm sure he's looking past me, rather than at me, when he begins to make his way in my direction. I stay still, willing myself to be invisible to him.

He keeps coming, though, and I find myself distracted by his face, the anomaly of a Detention Center scar ripping down his left cheek and the clear blue of his eyes.

_I'm invisible. He can't see me_. I repeat it over and over in my mind. Willpower is a very important, very _powerful_ thing, I've learned.

But it doesn't seem to work on him. When he gets close enough to me that I can see down to the details of every strand of hair in his face, he leans over the gate and asks, "Who are you?"

I bolt up in bed, awake. I turn to look at my alarm clock; it says that it's a little past five AM, and my heart is racing.

He saw me. _He saw me_. That isn't good.

I shift my body out of bed and plant my feet on the floor. My hands tug at my hair, and I reach over to turn the clock away from me so I won't start to overzealously check the time, as I do when I've got nothing else to keep my mind busy.

I used to have a habit of shutting my alarm off when it rang in the morning, then stealing a few extra minutes of sleep, but that usually came with issues. As everything does, of course. Sometimes I would accidentally crush my alarm clock in the mad dash to hit the snooze button, then steal back more than five minutes of rest and either be late to work or miss it altogether.

Of course, I got tired of buying new alarm clocks and making up excuses as to why I was late or missing, but over time, it got much better. I don't have to set an alarm anymore; I've trained myself to wake up at six AM, every day, without fail.

There's no point in me going for an extra hour of sleep; I'm wide awake now, and I can't stop thinking about what just happened.

Of course, I still go into the dreams of my former friends, just to make sure that everything is okay with their minds, and there usually isn't a problem with them seeing me. I can will myself to take on a different face, to blend into a crowd, to become invisible... It's lost on me why it didn't work this time, on this particular dream. I usually skip around among who is closest, and unfortunately, Yusei is usually the prime subject of my dream jumping.

A lot of his dreams are old memories, sometimes surreal reimaginings of mundane days, or the occasional nightmare. But he's never noticed me looking in. No one has. I don't know why tonight was different.

In the blink of an eye, I can sense him across the city. He's awake, too, I sense, and already forgetting what he dreamt of. That's good; I can't imagine what would happen if he remembered that he suddenly saw a strange woman in a dream and decided to get a closer look at her. What's more, if he remembered that he saw me and then we ran into each other in real life.

Thankfully, neither of those things have ever happened. We're in vastly different social circles now, and I haven't seen so much as a picture of him in the last ten years. Of course, I know how he's doing, just by word of mouth or by me sensing it, but I would never be stupid enough to go looking for him. Any of them, really.

I run my hand along the black Trinity Mark on my bare left arm. It's a reminder of who I am. _What_ I am, more like; an immortal creature called an Aeron, a regulator of fate and destiny. I'm half-human, though, despite all of the immortal abilities and tendencies I have.

Something like ten years ago, my creator, the Tripartite goddess of fate, Morrigan, became angry with the choices I had made and fluctuated fate so harshly that she killed my friends, no, my family: my adoptive brothers, Crow Hogan and Jack Atlas, a pair of bubbly twins named Rua and Ruka, my closest friend Aki Izayoi, and the man I was—_am_—in love with, Yusei Fudo. She mortally wounded my brother, Evan Levine, as well, but he was lucky enough to survive and fully recover.

The only way for me to revert the change and save the people I care about was to deal with Morrigan, so I did. In order to bring them back to life, Morrigan would take all memory of my existence away from mankind as a whole. Ergo, the people I loved would live, but forget me. A horrible, unforgivable ultimatum, but worth it, I've decided. I can live with the decisions I've made as long as I've justified them. And, this one, I have.

The one thing I'm scared of, though, is making myself known. It's apparently a thing that breaking any clauses in deals with Morrigan will reverse them entirely. So, if they remember anything at all, I'm afraid they'll drop dead. I'm afraid that, if they even make contact with me, they'll drop dead. Which is why I've kept myself far enough away to stay strangers, but still close enough to keep an eye on them. I'm still their Aeron, no one told me otherwise, and it's not like I'm not going to do my job.

I get up out of bed and carry myself into the bathroom, flicking on the fan light so I can see my face in the mirror. The only difference in my face from ten years passing is the fact that my hair has grown back, down to my shoulder blades.

I spent a lot of time doing research on Aeron, even taking a trip to Ireland for a while to find some primary sources. By now, I've reached my "target age," which, transcribed in what lore I've seen, is the age that Morrigan creates an Aeron to be. Some are children, some teenagers, some adults on both the younger and the elder side. My face and body stopped changing at 22, which is what I'm assuming my target age was. It's getting more and more difficult to convince people that I'm 31 in human years, though.

I shake the static out of my hair and comb it flat with my fingers. After watching my reflection for a little while, I open the mirror cabinet over the sink and rummage around for hair cutting scissors. It's become a habit for me to cut my own hair, just for a temporary change in pace. I grasp the hair between my fingers and shear it off, an inch or two below my ears, then toss the excess hair into the trash.

Even though I don't have to be at work until six thirty, I get ready anyways. I brush my teeth and scour around for my uniform, which I find crumpled up in the living room beside the couch. I really should do some laundry soon...

While making myself some coffee, I accidentally wake Bás from where he sleeps in a nest he made himself on the shelf over the stove. _A bit early, isn't it?_ He asks.

"Dream hopping had an abrupt end," I answer simply. "Hungry?"

_I suppose_. He fluffs out his feathers and hops down onto my shoulder. _You've cut your hair_.

"That, I did." I put two pieces of toast in the toaster and put an untoasted piece of bread over my shoulder to him. He grabs onto it and takes it to the counter, where he begins to devour it piece by little piece. "I'll probably go in early," I say.

_Be careful. Today is the Centennial, is it not_?

"It is, but I'm not on security detail for it. Eiji wants me to stay at the station and keep working on the Hanako case."

_Are you going to roughhouse that poor man again_?

"I haven't talked to him at all yet, Bás, and he's a murder suspect; I'm both obligated _and_ allowed to _roughhouse_."

_Very well_. He keeps picking at the bread, while mine pops out of the toaster. I scarf it down while pouring sugar into my coffee, trying to sweeten it at least a little. Most of the time, though, I've grown used to taking it black.

_You mentioned your dream hopping ending 'abruptly'_, Bás says suddenly. _What did you mean_?

"Just, something odd happened. It doesn't much matter." I down my coffee in two or three large gulps. It burns my tongue, but I don't much care. "I'm heading out."

_We are talking about this when you return home_, Bás remarks sternly.

"Yeah, yeah. See you later." I go out into the garage and pull my duel runner out the garage door. It's sleek and black, and as inconspicuous as possible; I built it something like seven years ago and titled it Osmium, after the metal that I've learned regulates magic but burns Aeron and Fay because of its potency.

The neighborhood is asleep, but I'm definitely not, and I race out onto the street towards the station, which is only a few blocks north. It's the 13th Precinct, which is Daimon, and I requested it upon instatement because I wanted to be somewhere active. It keeps my mind and my hands busy, usually.

I pull into the back parking lot, next to the cars of the people who work third shift. During the day, I use an issued duel runner, but I still have to get here somehow.

I walk in and the third shift front desk guy says, "Lavell? _You're_ here early."

"I woke up earlier than normal, I figured I'd come in earlier than normal," I answer. "Eiji here yet?"

"Got in a few minutes ago. Watch it, though, he's _dragging_."

"As per usual. Thanks for the warning." I walk past him, into the office full of smushed together cubicles with desk chairs and computers that are rarely used. Mine has bare walls—I don't have pictures of friends or family to color up the dull gray of the cubicle enclosure—and sits closer to the back of the room.

I sit down there, picking at the threads holding the buttons on my jacket cuffs on, until a man's voice barks, "_Lavell_!"

"_Please_, shout again," I retort. "I couldn't hear you the _first_ time."

My senior officer, Eiji, a slight guy of thirty five with thinning dark hair, comes around the cubicle with a cup of coffee in hand and scowls. "Oh, keep your damn mouth _shut_."

"Might want to take another swig of that," I say. "It's conducive to a better attitude."

"Fuck yourself, Lavell. As long as you're here, go wake up the Hanako case suspect. The quicker you get that shit done, the quicker I can file the paperwork and move on with my life."

"_Mmhm_. Keep telling yourself that."

Eiji, who typically morphs out of his bad moods near the afternoon, makes a show of rolling his eyes and then stalking away. I wait until he's far enough away before standing and dragging myself into Eiji's office for the case files, before I lug them down into the back room where detainees are kept overnight, sometimes longer. In this poor bastard's case, it's been something like five days.

"Rise and shine," I say, kicking the bars on the mediocre prison cell so they rattle. "Let's have a chat, shall we?"

The boy inside the cell is barely a man, but his face is covered in a shaggy beard and he looks like he's been awake for years. He's gained that much age in his face, too, but his expression changes when he sees me. "Thought they said they were going to send in the cavalry next. But, I get some fucking _runway model?_"

"Aren't they the same thing?" I riposte. "You'll have to refresh my memory. But, honestly. Get up. Today's the day when you're going to decide to _confess_."

"Uh huh. _Sure_, sweetheart."

"I have enough nicknames without _you_ making more," I snap. "Get up, we're going."

I unlock the gate and he steps forward, hands cuffed together; I shove him out of the cell block and into the hall, towards a different room with cameras and microphones planted everywhere to help pick up anything of interest that a suspect says. He sits on one side of a table, I sit on the other.

"Jon Ratzinger," I read from the file. "You've been detained and charged for the murder of Ai Hanako."

"Which, I told the five guys in here before you, I _didn't_ do."

"We'll see about that." I put the file down. "You see, Jon, when nobody can get a suspect to talk, they call me. Why's that? Because, I have this superpower that lets me tell if someone is lying. If you lie to me, I'm going to know. And it's going to _hurt_."

"Yep. Sure."

"According to several witness accounts," I read off of the file, "you were the only person seen going into her office around the time of the murder. Her neighbor from the business next door heard a woman's scream, called the police, and they arrived to find you, with the body."

"Look, I didn't kill her."

I watch his face. "So, who did?"

"I don't know, lady."

There are conflicting thoughts there. I push my chair out and kick the table with force enough to throw him and his chair back against the opposite wall; he stares at me, eyes wide.

"Who did?" I repeat serenely.

"I don't know!" He repeats.

"There's more," I say. When I stand, he flinches; with one hand, I flip the table over and it hits the wall with a sickening metal crunch. The papers in the file go fluttering down to the floor.

"I-I can't remember it!" He sputters, the resolve gone. "Dr. Hanako was my therapist! I went for a bi weekly appointment, and we had a session like usual, and I can't remember anything other than realizing that she was just dead all of a sudden!"

"And that's all?"

He nods like a bobble head.

"Strange that you can't remember," I say. "Sustain any injuries while you were there?"

"N-No."

"Interesting." I raise my hand a little, as inconspicuously as possible, and will the camera feed in the room to shut off. With the other, I step towards him and put my fingers to his forehead; the mark on my arm begins to glow, and I go sifting back through memories of this guy's previous week.

It's not long until I encounter a powerful block; I can recognize an Aeron's handiwork just by the strength of the magic, but this is something that's _leagues_ more powerful.

I can still move past it easily, though—the years have permitted me to train my mind and body to be something much stronger than any Aeron around—and I slip right into the memory earliest past the block.

A hazy picture forms of an office I've seen before, and a slight woman with boy-short dark hair sitting behind a wooden desk. Jon, I recognize, is lying across a sofa on the other side of the room with his hands folded over his chest.

After watching the woman for a while, I suddenly recognize her face and her surroundings perfectly. A very long time ago, I met her, first as Ai Hanako, then as the Aeron Siobhan. Yamato Saitou, a doctor I once knew—_his_ Aeron. I'm not sure why I didn't register any familiarity sooner, when I saw the files.

The door to the office flies off of the hinges all of a sudden, and Siobhan jumps up, seeming very startled. Jon curls into the couch, like any noise terrifies him.

A man slips inside the room, maybe around my age, with an unusual combination of pale blond hair and bright silver-blue eyes against the background of his smooth brown skin. He's followed by four or five slim figures in all black armor, wearing stark black metal helmets like knights. They each carry squirming burlap sacks over one shoulder, and weapons like gardening sickles hang at their belts.

"_Siobhan_," the dark-skinned boy croons, slipping easily into Celtic, "just the Aeron we were searching for."

She responds in Celtic, too. "What do you want? You and I have never met. And you have brought Fay to my doorstep..."

The strange, dark-skinned Aeron steps aside to let somebody else into the room: a boy with considerable age in his face, a tousle of bright red hair, and shiny black horns like a devil's protruding from both sides of his head. Just the sight of him makes my stomach churn. "We're searching for somebody, if you wouldn't mind."

Siobhan's face changes entirely. "Who are you searching for?"

"A young Aeron, like yourself, called Silvan."

"It's a name I've never heard."

"_Liar_!" The dark-skinned Aeron barks. He turns to the horned boy. "What is to be done?"

"It's no lie, Lazarus, and patience is key at this point in time. She can't help that her goddess sucked the importance out of her and everyone else in this sorry excuse for a world." The red-haired boy gives a serene smile. "Don't worry. We've got no use for you."

Siobhan's shoulders relax, and she makes a move as if to sit down, when the red-haired boy suddenly appears across the room, closes his fingers around her throat, and lifts her straight up into the air. In his grip, her windpipe bursts like dust, and she lets out an unearthly scream as her body crumbles to bits and nothing but a bright green silhouette is left behind in between the boy's fingers. It flies straight into him, filtering past his lips and down his throat. Just like that, she's gone.

"What about the human?" The dark-skinned Aeron asks when the boy steps away from Siobhan's desk. He isn't even fazed by the disappearance of Siobhan.

They watch Jon, still curled up in terror on the couch.

"Create a false body for the fate-bender," the red-haired boy remarks. "And block the human's memory. He'll be blamed for the Aeron's disappearance, and he'll have no way to prove his innocence."

"Sounds like a _wonderful_ game."

The boy turns to the black figures. "Continue the search for the other Aeron. She _must_ be found."

His head whirls around until he's looking straight at me. As if I've been placed out of time and he can witness my being here. "The preparations have been made."

The world around me disappears—I'm in the Otherworld now, standing on the crest of the hill overlooking the Hero's City. The grass pulls at my boots, and my knuckles have run red with somebody else's blood. It all passes by me so _quickly_.

"The world needs to _wake up_." A flash of Morrigan's palace, gleaming in green light, now destroyed and aflame. Heroes of old yelling in terror as an army of demigods marches through the Hero's City, their arms lit up with red Trinities.

"_We_ will _open_ its eyes." A gleaming red light, an almost euphoric feeling of power, the desire to change. Morrigan's palace being torn down and a new, red citadel built in its place...

"And those who _cling_ to tradition..." Aeron screaming in terror as the red Trinity blazes in the sky, and cries of valor echoing from the army of lit up soldiers in the valley...

"...will _drown_ in their own blood." Morrigan herself, cries of disbelief, her essence being torn apart, her palace crumbling around her, the red Trinity blazing, in the background, a horned figure behind the Trinity holds out his hand for me to grasp...

I rush haphazardly out of the vision, the throb in my head considerably weaker than it used to be, but my stomach has begun to hurt. I'm breathing heavily—I don't know what I just saw.

What I do know is that Siobhan is dead, somehow, by whoever that boy was... And they're searching for me? Unless there's some _other_ Aeron named Silvan. Which I _doubt_.

Jon curls up into a heap in his chair, trembling and making sounds like sobs; the tough guy facade is gone.

"I'm going to take you back to your cell now, okay?" I force myself to say. He nods enough for me to see. I hold onto his arm gingerly and get him up, leading him slowly back to the cell, before shutting the cage and locking it up. I don't know what the kid's baggage is—abusive family, depressant addiction, mental issues—but I feel bad for him that I now know he's involved in a murder he didn't commit.

While reorienting the interrogation room, I have to address in my own mind what seems to be happening. Ten years have passed, and I've ignored any correspondence from Morrigan or other Aeron. Now, an Aeron I've never seen is running around with some demon-boy, quite literally crushing Aeron, with no other explanation besides the fact that they're looking for me...

And the things I saw afterward. Blood, death, the Otherworld, up in _flames_... It was all too incoherent for me to make sense of. I don't know what any of it _means_.

It's one of the most unsettling things I've ever felt. Mostly because it's been such a long time since I've been ignorant about something.

I pick up paperwork down the hall, in Records, to free the poor kid in the cell block. He doesn't deserve to be kept here when he doesn't have to be.

I lug something like fifteen pages of a packet to my cubicle and start to fill it out, still thinking of the memory I watched. It's still so _disturbing_ to think about.

Who's out there, searching for me?


End file.
